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Victor \Miclorian

A MAGNIFICENT WATERFR USE REVEALS HER
TRUE AGE—AND CONFOUNDS THE EXPERTS.

A few years back, some folks researching the history of a family
named Mack discovered the family homestead. Clues had led them to
the old shlpbui]gﬁ“ ? ; n of Essex on the Connecticut River, where
they turned down Mack Lane, and there it stood: an impressively tall
Victorian in the Italianate style, ﬂanked with pnrches and crowned by a
proud belvedere crested wi :
that someone ha
the old homesteac




in Country America magazine iden
tified the Victorian at the edge of
Middle Cove as one of the town's
historic * 5" homes."

They were all hopelessly wrong.
This eirca 1860 Victorian is 12 years
old. It was born yesterday,

$o often in “historic repraduc-
tion” houses, something is cerily
ofi—details, materials, propostion,
or just the general spirit of the

Complete
from chimney
pols to

poreh gazebo,
Charles and
Janel Irving
stately homestead
looks out

upon a quiel
Essex cove.

5

place. Despite the presence of
appropriatc antiques, one gets that
whiff of Disneyland. Not so here.
From solid walnut-and-buticmut

daaors 1o crystal chandeliers hung
from plasterwork ceiling medal-
lions. to colorful Victorian wallpa
pers, to the cat eurled on the cury-
ing sofa, the Irvings’ house is a
remarkably convineing trip back in
time. Outside, massive carved
brackets or corbels rim the roof
Ornamented moldings frame the
windaws. “The only thing that gives
away the exterior is the foundation
wall—which is concrete, not stong,”
rles Irving with

s our friend from
ictorian Society didn’t

notice
Well, there's another givea
Connecticut, splendid pre-Civil War
houses of this type are most often
found in larger towns, the fortresses
unding industrialists.

in

In backw phos
Essex, blessed with fine Colonial
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and fries to explain the path that led Charles and her
to recreate another age. “We fell in love “’ll]ktllf Victorian =%

The Irvinds deve e assi . era because the hnuuuwtresuhlgandmml’urtahjgand se
Fhe Irvings developed a passion for hames;” she says. “Wo arted colicileg Vicfocas tingsi

fireplaces of grandeur. This one, in Sarhed batore they hecart powa'_ﬁ*“pe““w::_';
the master bedroom, they rescued >
from a New London mansion being

gulted for apartments.
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antique newel post
gleams with many
woods. A 10-foot mirror
throws you a reflection
of the stained-glass win-
dow on the stair landing.
You almost look for:
silver tray into which to
drop your calling card.
True to the Victorian
love of ornament, the
entry hall is a stylistic
tour de force, right
down to the supple twist
in the hand-carved ban-
ister. It is beautiful,
appropriate—and large-
ly irrelevant to the life
of the house, _
There's a scramble of
dogs us Janet shoos two
dying-1o-know-you gold-
en refri¢vers back into
the lliil"_l‘.‘ll and turns

down a $oup she’s mak- |

ing. Thep she curls up
onac 'ry velvet settee
in the jliying room |

e Iwnlunn musicales and
— genleel evenings of whist,
“the parlor boasls a '-.upvl bly carved
o Inlv marble fireplace, cre ated for
a \ew porl mansion.
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Colonial and Federal houses, the
likes of the Irvings’ towering
Victorian ne s

rows of white-robed choir b
Jenny Lind suddenly stood up to
sing,.

There’s nothing sudden, however,
about the Irvings’ long odyssey to
this quiet cove shore, where their
teenage twin daughters can run
down the porch steps and across the
lawn to the dock, and zoom off in a
speedboat. You don't design, wire,
roof, furnish and wallpaper every
inch of a grand period house your-
self—as the Irvings did—in a hurry.
In fact, they're still at it.

Come in the back way, as the fam-

A dramalic
stairwell rises
three stories

from the entrance
hall to culminale in
wallpaper starlight.

Only the chandelier
is old.

ily does, and you're likely to find
Janet talking to workmen in the not-
quite-finished kitchen. Charles, an
attorney with offices in New
London, is upstairs in the master
bedroom amid scissors and paste,
carefully snipping and applying com-
plex border patterns of a Victorian
wallpaper (This, like most of the
richly patterned wallpapers in the
house, was printed specifically for
the room by Bradbury and Bradbury
of San Francisco, which speci s
in Victorian reproduction papers.)
It’s less the work in progress, howev-
er, than the full-throated glamor of
the work done that awes.

If one were to enter properly by
the front door to the formal entry
hall (most people don't), the effect
would be knockout, full-fig Gilded
Age. Red-and-gold papers with geo-
metric borders turn the room into a




